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he just grunts. Often he scarcely appears to be aware that I exist,
On the infrequent occasions Chad made love to me in recent
months—and this does hurt—I had almost no sense of intimacy or
closeness. No sense that he and I were loving companions, sharing
a thrilling experience. It was as though I were in the embrace of a
stranger. All of the Tightness and meaning have gone out of our
sexual relationship.
I've never had the feeling, even during my pregnancies, that
Chad was protective as a husband should be, that he cherished me.
He seemed as delighted by the birth of our first child as I was. Yet
he didn't stand by me when his mother made trouble at the hospital.
I forget the details of that argument but, as I recall, Lady was de-
termined to name Stephen for the husband she henpecked into his
grave. I preferred to name my own baby. To this day, I don't know
which name Chad preferred. Ever close-mouthed, ever the neutral,
he declined to commit himself.
I hate to bring up my boys without a father, but I have no hope of
saving my marriage. The only reason I'm here at the Institute is be-
cause my mother, who believes divorce is the last resort, begged me
to come. Fm sure your interviews with Chad will be a waste of
time. Chad is both unwilling and unable to speak frankly about
himself.
Ava Russell's thirty-year-old husband was a big man with nerv-
ous hands. His eagerness to tell us his side of the story did not bear
out his wife's complaints about his taciturnity. His words poured
forth so fast he stammered as he said:
I've been pushed around all my life, usually by some woman. I've
always wanted peace—and I only found it once. That was just after
I got out of the Army. In the Army I was really pushed around—by
professionals. Rules, regulations, regimentation. Do this, do that,
and do it on the double! When the Amy finally sprung me into pri-

